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And the load of their loveless pity is worse than

the ancient wrongs,
Their doors are shut in the evening;  and they

know no songs.

We hear men speaking for us of new laws strong

and sweet,
Yet is there no man speaketh as we speak in the

street.
It may be we shall rise the last as Frenchmen

rose the first,
Our wrath come after Russia's wrath and our

wrath be the worst.
It may be we are meant to mark with our riot

and our rest
God's scorn for all men governing.   It may be

beer is best.
But we are the people of England; and we have

not spoken yet.
Smile at us, pay us, pass us.   But so not quite

forget.

FROM THE BALLAD OF THE WHITE
HORSE
FAR northward and far westward
The distant tribes drew nigh,
Plains beyond plains, fell beyond fell,
That a man at sunset sees so well,
And the tiny coloured towns that dwell
In the corners of the sky.
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